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Nice or Cannes, but I also wish to be entirely in the
country. I have a great deal of research work to do
and it is my habit to seek as much seclusion as pos-
sible."
The manager scratched his chin thoughtfully*
His visitor's calm, decisive manner of speech was in
its way impressive, but his appearance, when closely
studied, was a little puzzling. He was a youngish
man and looked like a worker, Mr. Woodley de-
cided. He certainly had not the air of a pleasure
seeker or a lounger through life.
"What name, sir?" he asked, drawing a printed
form towards him.
The other hesitated.
"Is it necessary for me to give my name before
you can tell me whether you have anything likely to
suit me?"
"It is usual, sir."
"My name is Granet, then. David Granet."
"And your nationality?"
"British."
The manager returned to the desk at which he
had been seated and turned over some leaves of the
opened ledger.
"We have any number of apartments to offer,"
he confided, bringing over the volume and laying it
on the counter. "Quite half of these are in the conn-
try or in the suburbs. Do you wish a farm or
garden?"
"Nothing that requires outside service* I want
quietude and reasonable proximity to the sea, if
possible,"